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Jason didn't know when karaoke in the basement had started but it was in full force when he went back inside 
after a quick joint, slipping through the sliding glass doors at the rear of the house unnoticed. Lars and Kirk 
had warned him that they were going to get there late but Jason felt like he had been at the party for ages 
without them. It was a friend of theirs, not his, who was hosting in their little two-story house, which was 
conveniently close enough to campus to be walkable but just far enough to maintain a certain level of privacy. 
Definitely enough for whatever this "rager" was. Jason had met the host-briefly. He'd been quickly whisked off 
into the kitchen and then down the stairs into the basement and Jason hadn't felt very motivated to not be a 
bit of a loner. He felt folded up in himself, which was odd-it was just that, looking around, he didn't exactly feel 
like he fit in. These were all, for lack of a better word, nerds. Full-on nerds. Clearly they were able to have a 
good time, with lots of liquor and beer flowing all around, but each time Jason eavesdropped on a conversation 
he thought about joining, all he heard were words he didn't really understand. Some he hadn't even heard of at 


all. 


It was weird too, because he spotted a couple people who clearly weren't students. Apparently it was a thing 
for the hard science students to be all buddy-buddy with their professors-he'd never seen that at other 
parties. The older folks looked oddly displaced, holding their drinks with a certain stiffness, still dressed in 
button-downs and ties, yet they were there. With Lars and Kirk still MIA, on the other hand, Jason downed 
another shot by himself, grabbed another beer and decided to venture down into the basement where most of 


the party had flooded to, if nothing else than for a little entertainment. 


He was a little bit wobbly as he descended the steps and entered the murky, humid air below. It felt ten 
degrees hotter down there and it was packed full of scattered voices and laughter, smoke and the smell of 
hops. He made it all the way down just as another song was starting and three partygoers were behind a single 


microphone, all big, drunken smiles. Jason pulled out his phone and sipped his beer, unsteadily using one hand to 


send yet another text to Kirk. 
where are you? 
were getting an uber now dude! 


Jason was already teetering over the edge of just "buzzed" and steadily moving into "drunk" with the help of 
that last shot and the loud, off-key vocals to BOs pop songs from behind the mic weren't enticing him to stick 
around. He slunk back up the stairs, deciding that pounding the beer in his hand and grabbing another while he 
poked around the house was a good way to pass the time. He was going to be wrecked by the time Lars and 
Kirk showed up-their fault for being late. Jason's fault for being unfashionably early to a party he wasn't 
technically invited to. 


He saw smoke curling in the dark through the sliding glass door. At least there was someone Jason could bum 
a cigarette off of-even better if it was weed. He cracked open his fresh beer and stepped out, tripping over 
the tread, and narrowed his eyes at the shadowed person bringing a cigarette to his lips. Definitely wasn't 


another grad student, but he was clearly another professor, and a familiar one at that. 


"Professor Hetfield?" Jason questioned, a little incredulous and very much intrigued. All of his last semester 
he'd had a little crush on this professor, something he'd never, ever admit to anyone else-Jason found it hard 
to resist that gentle face and that rare but big, happy smile. He was hot, at least Jason thought, even if he 
was like 30 years older. 


"Jason," James greeted back. He looked even hotter out of campus clothes-tight black t-shirt, dark jeans, big 
silver rings. Jason wasn't always a horny drunk but he was getting there now, a new adventure planted right in 


his lap. "How are you?" 


"What are you doing here?" Jason asked and gestured to the cigarette in James' hand. "Can | have one? | saw 


smoke from inside and was hoping someone could save me. Didn't expect it to be you though." 


James fished the pack from his jeans pocket and extended it to him. "Cliff invited me." 


Jason took the lighter James handed him next. "Professor Burton? He's the, uh, head of the music department, 
right?" 


"Yeah." James took a drag, the smoke nearly matching the silver of his hair. He was all monochromatic, grey 
and black, the only deviation really being the pale blue of his eyes. "He left early though. | came out here to 


decide if | wanted to stick around or not." He looked at Jason head-on then: "Are you here alone?" 


"Well, two of my friends are supposed to be here," Jason said. He was slurring his words a bit. The cigarette 
just made him feel even more drunk and James was looking better and better, so sexy because he didn't even 
try to be or realize it. "I don't know anyone here. | mean, these are all like, STEM people. Was feeling really out 
of place until | found you." He felt good, relaxed in James' presence-he just had that energy about him. There 
was always something guarded and mysterious about him, even more than just the usual professor-student 
boundary, and Jason was endlessly curious about what was behind all those walls. He wondered how much 


flirting he could get away with. 


James laughed a little and, oh, that smile, the crinkling of his eyes-even subdued, it made Jason's heart thump: 


"I know what you mean." 
Noticing James’ left hand was empty, Jason asked, "Want a drink?" 
James gave him a small, close-lipped smile. "I'm actually sober." 


"Oh" Jason took a drag-maybe a little mystery unfolding? Drunk or not though, trying to pry into James' 
relationship with alcohol wasn't a good move, so he settled for, "That's cool" That was sort of sexy, too-a man 


with control, discipline. 


There was a bout of comfortable silence as they both smoked, Jason watching James' cigarette burn down to 
the filter. He already knew how quiet James was-previous classes had taught him that-and considering how 
boisterous the basement was, standing outside in the warm night with mutual quiet wasn't too bad. But now 
that James was there, Jason was hoping he'd stick around. He realized quickly, however, Lars and Kirk would 
definitely foil any possibility of, well, something. Jason doubted James would hook up with a student, graduate 
or otherwise. He was drunk enough to try, though. 


"So you gonna hang out for a bit?" Jason asked, bringing the cigarette back to his lips. While the nicotine was 
making the alcohol even more intense in his blood, it was also just the kind of buzzing perk he needed. A little 
destabilizing though-he staggered as he asked the question, unsteady on his feet even while steady in his mind. 
James raised his eyebrows. "Why, are you going to give karaoke a shot?" 


Jason laughed. "I don't think so. Are you? Maybe we could do something together." 


James dropped the butt and stamped it out with one black boot. "No, not really my thing.’ 


Jason raised his eyebrows in turn and tilted his head, trying to conjure up another image of James in his 
mind-not another party but where? He must have a house. No partner? What about a dog? No-seemed more 
like a cat person to Jason He could imagine James at home, wherever that was, comfortable on a big leather 


sectional with a book in his hands and a fluffy grey cat in his lap. 


"So what is your thing?" Jason asked, still feeling confident. James could easily move along. No doubt he had 
better things to do than chat with one of his old-and drunk-grad students at some lame party. "You're so-| 


don't know, dude, mysterious. Never been able to figure you out" 


James actually looked a bit pleased at that. "You're not supposed to figure me out. You're supposed to study 
hard and get your degree." 


Jason stamped out his dead cigarette and leaned back against the brick siding. "| studied. You know | did-aced all 


your classes, right, Professor?" 


James crossed his arms and settled back opposite Jason, the porch's support beam making him look even 


longer, taller. "You did. Do you miss me this semester?" 


Oh Jason actually did have a shot. The blush that crept over his face was involuntary and he tried not to let 
it make him look any more flustered, but as much as he wanted a little tete-a-tete, it was kind of unexpected. 
“Actually, yeah," he said to James, tilting his chin up, looking him right in the eyes. "None of my other 


professors are as engaging, if you know what | mean" 
James laughed. "Not sure that | do." 


"You're-how do | put this? You're hot," Jason blurted. He couldn't help it-James was and Jason had foregone 
trying to be mature about any of this, especially after rifling through the rest of his degree requirements in 
his head. He didn't have to take another class with James to get that MFA. He could if he wanted but he could 
avoid it if this all went south. He'd just have to see how this night went. 


James just stared at him at first, face so neutral Jason was worried he'd tried to steer this ship in an 
entirely wrong direction, but then he laughed again and slid his hands into his pockets. Jason saw James’ chest 
puff out slightly, spine straightened a bit more, as his thumbs made an arrow right to his crotch. 


"Really?" James asked, eyes and smile still gentle and soft even with his casual power stance. 


Jason mirrored him a bit, using the brick behind him to keep himself firmly upright while he slid one hand to 
his stomach, brushing up the hem of his t-shirt just a fraction. "Yeah. Like, | never had a thing for any other 
professors. But you're really hot" 


‘Its a good thing you kept that to yourself last semester," James told him; Jason caught the tiniest bit of a 
squirm and James' hips tilted up. Jason had to force himself not to look down. "That might've gotten in the 


way. Academically." 


Jason groaned too quietly for James to hear and let the alcohol guide him. He rolled his back off the brick and 
stepped closer, then even closer, to James until he could just reach out and touch him if he wanted. He looked 


up at him: "I really don't wanna talk about school, Professor. That's what everyone else here is doing.’ 


James shifted a little again, looking suddenly pensive, kind of unsure, as he met Jason's gaze. "So what do you 


wanna do?" 


Maybe it was too bold but Jason knew what he wanted. He'd waited around for Lars and Kirk and they still 
hadn't shown up; James' own party pal had left him alone. If the universe was trying to nudge them closer 
together after Jason had daydreamed for months about James falling right into his lap, it was working. He 
stepped forward again, gently pressing his hands against James’ chest, waiting to be either shoved away or 
embraced-James did neither. Jason rolled with that and arched himself up, trying to get as close as he could; 
he could kiss him,, kind of, even with his slightly lacking height but he wanted to know James actually was into 
it, wanted that too, so he got himself as close as he could without actually doing it, kept his eyes on James’ 
lips and waited. 


Jason wasn't sure what good karma he'd cultivated to make it happen, but James placed one hand on his lower 
back and tilted his chin down, kissing him. It was soft, close-lipped and tentative but Jason could already sense 
how assured James was behind it-it wasn't just his age that showed his experience. The hand on his back was 
gentle but commanding, telling Jason everything he needed to know, and when James' lips parted just barely, 
Jason got enough of a rush to do the same and lean in even more. He wrapped his arms around James’ 
shoulders and tilted his head, slipping his tongue against his bottom lip, head swimming with more than just 


alcohol. 


"So," Jason began, breaking away as he ran his palm over James' chest. "This party's kinda boring. Don't you 


think?" 


"Just a bit," James said, still keeping his hand on Jason's lower back, smoothing over the slight dip above his 


butt. "Got any alternatives?" 

Jason squirmed against him: "Oh, come on" 

"Use your words, Jason," James instructed, smiling a little. "What are you in school for?" 
"To fuck hot professors," Jason laughed. "Obviously." 


That made James blush but he just put his hands on Jason's hips and started to steer him backwards. "Oh- 
really? Must cost you a fucking fortune." 


Jason giggled, appreciating the slight manhandling, especially with how loose all his muscles and bones felt: "I'm 
just hoping it'll be worth it." 


"Want some water?" James asked, already going to a cupboard and fishing out two glasses. The kitchen 
appeared to be more used than Jason expected for a bachelor-there were some dirty dishes in the sink and a 


clean pot already on the stove, like James was already thinking ahead for his next meal. 


Jason nodded, already feeling a little more sober after the ride back and the gravity of the situation setting 
in-it was literally a fantasy come true. "Sure." He took the glass and sipped, eyeing James leaning back against 


the counter. 
"Do you think we could get in trouble for this?" James asked suddenly. 


The fact that James was asking him was a little amusing, but Jason had been so consumed by his own wishful 
thinking that he hadn't considered what might actually happen with James if word somehow got out. Jason 


wasn't gone to breathe a word of it to anyone; he doubted James would, either. 


Jason finished his water and moved a little closer to James, almost enough to press himself right against his 


side: "It's not like I'm gonna tell anyone." 


"Yeah but-the ethics of it,” James said, swirling the water around in his glass. "You might not be my student 


now but you were, and you're still in my department." 


"We're also two consenting adults. And it's not like I'm a freshman, I'm a 24 year old grad student" James 
didn't look convinced. Jason frowned-maybe he'd made a mistake. He didn't want to pressure James. He could 


see the strangeness, even moral dilemma, of the situation, though that didn't change Jason's mind a bit. 


Jason touched James' wrist lightly. "I mean, I'm already here, man But | get it-don't do anything you don't 


wanna do." 


James turned his arm over, brushing his fingertips along the underside of Jason's. "I do want to." He turned a 


bit and raised an eyebrow as he looked at Jason: "How drunk are you?" 


"Not very," Jason told him honestly, hoping his cooled complexion and renewed ability to be composed on his 
own two feet helped his case. "| would've still wanted to kiss you-and other things-without that, but the liquid 
courage helped. Just a little." 


James laughed softly. "Yeah, l-1 can remember those days." 


Jason's eyes moved from the little smile to James’ strong neck and shoulders, then to his broad chest to scan 
down his waist; lower even still, moving along to the dark denim and the hint of a bulge hidden there. Jason had 
thought about what James might be like in bed but, now that it seemed like he was going to get that curiosity 
satiated, he wasn't entirely sure. It looked like things were leaning toward soft and gentle; but maybe 


underneath that sober, composed and quiet outer layer was something a little more carnal. 


rooms James asked atter a long minuTe ot silence. 
"Bed J ked aft lorg te of sil 


At the edge of the bed, Jason was stretching himself upward as much as he could while James kissed him; he 
fiddled with the hem of James' t-shirt, his fingers catching a little bit of warm skin underneath, while James 
held the sides of his face. It truly did feel passionate, like James was entirely devoted to Jason in that 
moment-Jason felt the same, caught up in James’ sturdy, strong body and long, wet kisses with no desire to 
be anywhere else. He ran his hands under his shirt, smoothing one around his hip and the other up over his 
stomach. His body felt strong even with being older and slightly weathered and worn, and his skin was warm 
and softer than Jason expected. He was pushing up James’ shirt past his ribs when James reversed them, 


interrupting to pull Jason's shirt over his head instead. 


There was barely a moment to recognize his own half-nudity before James was on him again, hands caressing 
his bare shoulders, circling experimentally around his neck, tracing his fingers across Jason's collarbores, all 
while still kissing him deep and soft. Jason flattened himself against James and jolted a little, even more turned 
on when he felt James’ thick, dense bulge pressing into his stomach. Jason couldn't help but be handsy-he 
quickly moved his rimble fingers down to the fly of James’ jeans and tore it open. 


Running his palm over James’ cock through his boxers, Jason hummed against his mouth, tongues slipping 


together again before he broke away to ask, "Can | suck your dick?" 
James looked down at the hands on his crotch: "If you want" 


"Fuck yeah," Jason affirmed, kissing him again before dropping to his knees, his back against the edge of the 
bed. He wasted no time in pulling James’ jeans and boxers down to his thighs in one swift go, immediately taking 
his cock in hand. He'd spare James the musing out loud, but Jason had thought about what his (ex) professor's 
dick might look like-it had to be on the bigger side with James’ stature, nice and long and thick-but he hadn't 
thought about the possibility that his pubic hair might nearly match the hair on James' head. 


Almost. There were threads of silver throughout the darker patch of hair, and Jason ran his fingers through 
it, fascinated, he looked up at James to compare further, taking note of the pale grey mustache that had been 
soft and a little ticklish against his mouth. 

James' hips twitched and he raised an eyebrow. "What?" 


"IFs just-" Jason paused, cupping James’ balls, rolling them in his palm as he stroked his dick. "You're so sexy." 


Jason smirked, holding back a giggle, as James pushed his fingers through Jason's curls and gently urged him 
forward: "Thank you." 


James' cock was so thick and warm inside Jason's mouth, instantly challenging his gag reflex, especially with 
James' not-so-subtle encouragement on the back of his head. his fingers through Jason's hair and his arm 


slowly moving were the only actual movements he was making; he was quiet too, like he was holding his breath, 


or like he was even shy. Jason liked it but he also wanted to hear what sounds he could actually get out of 
James, so he sank down as far as he could, the tip of his nose brushing against the trimmed patch of silver, 


and managed to wiggle his tongue around the shaft, flicking it against James’ balls. 


James grunted softly; Jason grabbed his thighs for support and felt them tense under his hands, the muscles 
still so firm and dense despite James’ age. He snaked one hand around to James’ butt for a grope-that was 
also good. Firm, with the right amount of softness Jason could squeeze, which made James grunt again and 
tangle his fingers in Jason's hair, though no longer trying to pull him forward, not that Jason could go down 
anymore. He was already crediting the alcohol still lingering in his body for his looser, more pliable muscles, 
able to swallow around James and lick his way back up, wrapping one hand around his shaft and twisting as he 


sucked on the head. 


Steadily, James' breathing got harder as Jason kept working his cock, slicking his tongue all around, lapping at 
the head, sliding his lips down and stroking the base, getting it all wet and messy with spit, until drool was 
coating his chin and running down James’ shaft. Jason slipped his fingers through that wetness and brought his 
hand back to James’ balls, cupping them, rolling them through his wet fingers. His mind was thoughtless, his 
entire state devoted to getting James as close to the edge as possible but, even more than that, working him 


over so well that James would actually start moaning, cursing, hissing, something. 


But before any other sounds came out apart from soft grunts and bitten, stifled groans, James suddenly and 
carefully pushed Jason back by his forehead. His cock sprung free from Jason's lips and saliva flung onto his 
chest, Jason looked up, slightly disappointed, before James knelt down and scooped him up, grabbing his jaw in 
one big hand and kissing Jason so hard it knocked the little bit of air left in his lungs straight out. 


"You're good at that," James said, kissing Jason again while he fumbled with the fly of his jeans. 


Jason stepped back long enough to get rid of his jeans, kicking them aside, and one moment longer to tear 
James’ shirt over his head. "Thanks," he said, smiling, eyes scanning down James’ naked upper body, immune to 
his own near-nudity. He stroked over James’ chest hair with one hand, the other moving down his softer 


abdomen. "So-what next, Professor?" 
James grimaced but laughed just the same. "I'd rather escape that role right now, if you know what | mean" 


Jason nodded, looping his arms around James’ neck. "Yeah, | know what you mean." He brought himself closer 


and kissed the corner of his mouth, the mustache tickling his upper lip. "I really want you to fuck me." 


James' hands slid down Jason's shoulders and to his lower back, fingers creeping lower until they slipped past 
his underwear. "I'd like that," he said low in Jason's ear. He took his hands back to shed his own jeans, finally, 
wrapping one hand around his hard, wet cock while jutting his chin toward the bed. "I'll get uh, the supplies." 


Jason snickered affectionately, keeping his eyes on James while he shed his underwear and settled back on the 
bed, cushioning himself against the pillows. One of James’ hands was big enough for the bottle of lube and the 
box of condoms; he knelt in front of Jason, put the condoms aside, popped the cap of the lube and dribbled 


some into his fingers; he wrapped his other hand around Jason's ankle and yanked his legs apart, leaning 
forward to kiss him as his wet fingers traveled between his legs. 


"Fuck," Jason gritted out, arching his back as James teased his rim. It was slow and careful, just enough 
pressure to make him squirm; Jason didn't have that amount of patience. He grabbed James' other arm and 


pulled him in, his mouth landing on his cheek before finding his lips again. 


"Come on," Jason urged, nipping at James’ bottom lip. His own lips felt warm and hyper-sensitive, fiery against 
James’. "Give it to me, James. Get me ready so | can ride that big dick" 


James said nothing, just kept kissing him deep and slow; Jason spread his legs wider, giving James a light kick on 
the thigh, getting so impatient he was nearly ready to grab James’ wrist and make him do it, for fuck's sake. 
Finally, James relented his gentle circling and rubbing and suddenly moved quickly, grabbing Jason's cock in one 
hand and sliding two fingers inside him. Embarrassingly, it made Jason squeal. He inadvertently kicked James’ 
thigh again and bit down on his jaw, too spun out to find James' lips properly again. 


"Like that?" James asked. There was no smugness to the question-he sounded genuinely curious about if what 


he was doing was what Jason wanted. 


"Yeah, oh my god, yeah," Jason affirmed, eyes squeezed shut tight as he dug his fingers into James’ arm. His 
body felt unsure of what to zone in on-the hand around his dick was big and warm, more so squeezing than 
stroking, and the fingers inside him were slick and long, the tip of James’ index finger just barely brushing over 
his prostate. Jason let go of James’ arm and grabbed the back of his neck, dragging his blunt nails down 
James' nape then back up through his short hair; heart hammering wildly and brain already becoming a 


thoughtless, hot place. 


James worked his fingers in deeper, intentionally stroking Jason's prostate, scissoring slightly to open him up 
even more. "Want more?" he asked, curling his fingers upwards as he teased his way down, his ring finger 


already pressing against Jason's ass. 


"Yeah, one more," Jason agreed, already panting. He hadn't had someone be so methodical with him in a long 


time, maybe ever. 


So James crept the third finger in, stroking Jason's dick at the same time. Jason regretted not opening his 
eyes as he felt James pull back, then a warm drip of saliva landed on the head of his dick and was quickly 
smeared down his shaft. Jason groaned and made himself look at James working his cock in his big hand and his 
forearm steadily moving between his legs, first up and down just a little, then the muscles flexed as Jason felt 
those fingers scissor again, prodding and stroking and getting him all wet and relaxed. 


Jason shut his eyes again, head tilting back into the pillows. Another perfect, teasingly gentle bump against his 
prostate brought him moments away from shooting into James' hand, Jason gave a sharp, frantic moan and 
sat up, tearing James' hands away from himself. He grabbed the condoms and tore one open, too desperate to 


care that he seemed so desperate as he rolled it over James’ thick, hard cock and shoved him onto his back. 


The smile James gave Jason in return was enough to make his own dick pulse. James put his hands on Jason's 
hips as he swung a leg over him and propped James’ cock up straight, James helping him out by diligently 
slipping some lube over himself before Jason settled down against his hips. 


He squeezed his eyes closed, biting his lip. James was big, even with the deliriously hot prep to help him out, 
and he was still perplexed them fucking was even happening at all. James' hands gently squeezing his hips again 
before one wandered over to Jason's dick affirmed it was real; Jason rocked himself on top of James slowly, 


deep breaths out through his nose as he tried not to whimper too much. 


James was silent. If he hadn't still been rock hard inside him, Jason would think he wasn't into it at all. He 
opened his eyes and bent forward, running his hands up James’ chest. "You're so quiet," he noted, sliding one 


hand up James’ neck to his jaw, caressing the surprisingly soft skin with his thumb. 


The reply came first as a hand to the back of Jason's neck, tugging him down in a hard kiss, then a sudden, 
rapid succession of thrusts from James' hips. Jason's moan was strangled and muffled by James’ mouth, 
James hooked his fingers in Jason's hair and pulled him back. 


"Sometimes," he said, squeezing Jason's ass with his other hand, fucking up into him like he weighed nothing, 


Jason jostling around on top of him. "You don't need words." 


"Debatable," Jason managed to say, gasping against James' neck. James' strength and fervor was definitely 
reminiscent of any vital young man, but his touches, kisses and technique all felt unique and refined, no doubt 
many skills having been honed over a lifetime of sex and intimacy. Jason continued to play his own active role 
as James took control below; he kissed James’ neck up to his ear and nibbled there, finally getting a deep sigh 
out of him. He caressed James’ pec between them, warm and muscular, and finally got an even more satisfying 


moan out of him when Jason brushed his fingertips over his nipple. 


Jason grinned and repeated his move. "Shit," he said when James moaned again and his hips stuttered below. 
"Found something you like." 


James growled and wrapped his arms around Jason, thighs flexing as he lifted them both up and then plunged 
Jason back against the bed. "I like all of this," he said, grabbing his legs and hooking his thighs around himself, 


never once breaking his rhythm. 


"God fucking damn it," Jason half-moaned, half-laughed, reaching out to grab James’ arm and pull him in close. 
He felt his way up the strong bicep to James’ shoulder, his other hand skating over the back of his neck and 
into the silver hair. 


James' chest rumbled quietly. He reached between their sweaty torsos and groped Jason's dick, instantly 
beginning to leak against his palm as he stroked it. "You're really sexy, Jason," he purred, and Jason sucked in a 
sharp breath and felt his cock twitch and weep even more. "I wanna make you come." James gave a deep, 
strong thrust between Jason's legs. "Hard." 


Jason squeezed around James’ dick, both of them groaning in unison: "No problem there, Professor.” 


James rolled his eyes but he was smiling again, cheeks flushed sweetly to match. Jason was ready to tease 
him some more until James paused and dipped his chin down, drool spilling from his lips to the head of Jason's 
cock. He smeared it around with his hand and started to fuck into Jason again, hips bouncing off his thighs 


with dense smacking sounds. 

"Fuck" was the only word Jason managed to get out then, scraping his nails over the back of James’ neck. 
"That's right," James affirmed, voice low and husky, making arousal ripple through Jason's body. 

Jason became incoherent as James worked his cock expertly, fist firm around his wet shaft, and tilted his hips 
up so he was fucking right into Jason's prostate, James’ big dick stretching him out while his balls hit and 
rubbed against his ass. He strained his head back against the bed and squeezed James’ shoulder, heart 
hammering away suddenly while his vision blacked out and he felt his release overtake him. 

James huffed and growled again, gritting out soft praise that Jason could only distantly make out. That big 
hand didn't stop stroking him even after Jason was emptied and he was writhing beneath him but it didn't take 
long before James gripped his thigh hard and stilled his own hips, panting and moaning, warmth filling the 
condom and making Jason's dick twitch one last time. 

Jason opened his eyes to watch James pull out and tie the condom off, wasting no time in slipping off the bed 
to grab his discarded underwear. Jason stretched out, body loosening up again, and followed suit, moving to 
grab his own clothes as James wandered, presumably, into the bathroom down the hall. Jason was back in his 
t-shirt and underwear when he returned, looking hot enough for Jason to wish they could have another round. 
"You're leaving?" James asked, one grey eyebrow arching upwards. 

Jason looked at the jeans in his hands. "Uh-yeah. | figured-" 

"You can stay over-| mean, if you want," James offered, looking adorably sheepish in 

the doorway. "| don't have a lot of company these days. ltd be nice to-to do that. If you want." 

Jason hadn't even thought of this as a possibility but he was pleasantly surprised by it. He stood up and let 
his jeans fall back to the floor, stepping over to James and looking up at him. "That'd be so nice," he said, 
running his hand down James' forearm, delicately threading their fingers together. "I'm surprised. Like, by all of 
this. But maybe most surprised you say you don't have a lot of company.” 


James laughed. "At my age, it shouldn't be much of a surprise." 


Jason laughed too, shaking his head. "Man, stop. The entire department must drool over you all day.” 


James blushed, blue eyes soft and sweet. "You give me too much credit." 


"| guess I'd make a really generous professor someday then," Jason joked, feeling his own cheeks flush when 
James bent down and kissed him. 


"No more university talk," James said, cradling Jason's burning cheek in his hand. "I've had enough of that for a 


lifetime. I'm getting ready to retire.” 

Jason grabbed James’ waist, pulling him in tight. "Really? I'll miss seeing you." 
James smiled. "You'll see me." 

Jason smiled back at him. "Is that a promise?" 


James twirled an auburn curl around his finger and pressed his forehead against Jason's. "Sure. | gotta make 


sure you get your money's worth." 


Laughing again, making James laugh in response. "Yeah, well," Jason said, squeezing James’ hand. "This is a 


start." 


